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"Yes, little mother, I am watchman here."
"My father, I am greatly afraid. When you
said that there were no women here I was ter-
ribly upset, but on seeing you I have felt rather
reassured. I have found you as my father, for
you are an ascetic. No one could suspect my
conduct if I have to stay here. But, father, I
do not know what has happened to my husband.
What shall I do now ?" With which the woman
began to cry.
The hermit's mind was agitated. He felt
anxious for the woman's husband, and pitied her
in her distress. "Madam, what do you mean by
something happening to your husband? Did
you come together? And where do you come
from?"
As he was agitated in consequence of the
woman's distress the ascetic felt also a little
elated as if he thought that here was a good
opportunity for showing that his mind was not
attracted by woman's form. The saree which
had got wet in the rain clung to the visitor's
frame and he looked at her figure as he had
never before looked at a live woman yet. The
ascetic was wrong in looking at the woman so, but
he did not know.